KEITH VAUGHAN                               117

small scale, whilst the immense output always provides material for
new publications.

The whole body of Picasso's work amounts, in my opinion, to a vast
series of brilliant paraphrases on the history of art. This is in itself
a wonderful phenomenon entirely compatible with the times, but I
believe that it is only of value viewed in this light. In terms of the
art of painting, in terms of the living, breathing symbol of man's
tribute to the work of God, it is no more than a vast erection of bones
in the graveyard of experience.

At the Klee Exhibition

By KEITH VAUGHAN

LANDSCAPE with the letter Rs I heard her read out from the catalogue
to her friend. They both confronted the picture with that expression
of mild tolerance that parents wear when they decide finally to give
a few moments attention to some unlikely claim by a small child.
The landscape looked back with quiet confidence, a pink and amber
and black landscape with the letter R. All around were other small
pictures each challenging the logical world with its improbable
statement. An orange globe is poised above swirling veils of green
foliage. Soon it must disappear at exactly that point which a black
arrow indicates. The whole picture mounts in gently climbing
arabesques, but the sun is sinking, weighed down by the arrow's
irrevocable decision. An organism of interlinked lines sends out its
lonely warning cry into the threatening rose-coloured mist. Two
children play nearby in happy association, unaware of the proximity
of danger. The town of Pinz is threatened by arrows, someone
must surely get hurt, yet perhaps at the last moment a catastrophe
will be avoided.

One is aware of the presence of children but not of childishness. A
world of excitement and innocence where monsters terrify but never
hurt. Where all the parts are changed and small things play im-
portant roles. Where all things have the same share of vitality because
everything is believed in and nothing is diminished by prejudice or
inflated by sentiment. Lines, squares, colours are children playing
in a park on a winter morning. Their cheeks are the colour of the
sky. The bare branches of the trees etch the thin lines of their bodies.
They raise their arms to form the branches of the trees. They make
their games up as they go along. Nearby on a seat a sad-looking
man sits watching them to see that they come to no harm. Some-
times he makes a suggestion, drawing their attention to a bird, an